Spring 



In my falling hair, 

I can hear 

The sound of another 

Stolen year. 

Spring feigns here be, 

B ut to confirm another 

Theft from me and thee. 



Rabah Song 



Tamazight moves in me, 
The World I dreamed I chose 
Helas, human ills, in their enmities, 
Shook hand, hid my world from me 
Despite thirty two springs by, 
Like new born, discover I 
The majesty, human malign 
Stole from me. 



Objects on life Table 



A can here, a knife there, 
Scattered objects including hair, 
Even pen broken of disappear 
Absolute nothing here, there 
Amazigh rhythm in ear, 
Heralding a coming near 
Defying the fear 
Some sew here and there, 
Tamazight destroys nadir 
Of my objects disappear 
Elevates me to peaks 
Putting me chosen heir 
Of Da amazigh, the seer. 



With a Market Girl 



She greets me with a smile 

Nothing in her mind 

Seeing my beers she stifles lips 

See in them my endless hardships 

Her glowing eyes saw sorrow in my eyes 

Gave me back the change with a smile 

Pretending nothing to be on her mind 



( accuse 



One day, they came 

From the Eastern lane 

Wearing white cloth of shame 

With swords and spears, they slain 

Whoever comes down the lane 

With the Koran they blame 

Whoever does not speak the same 

Tamazight resent they 

On the plateau of the Nobles, 

Aksel, answered them 

Crippled them, defeated them, danced he 

On their bodies chanted he 

Fled to Egypt, frailly they feign 

With viciousness, summoned they, 

One short one said: 

Oh! Imazighen not easy to slain! 

Viciousness replied: 

Double the army, return to the plain! 

Tihia, the queen, rendered profane! 

For haram woman be in the reign 

For girls they buried alive before dawn 

Doubled the assault, on the plain, 

Imazighen they slain 

In the company of viciousness, the lame. 

Ukba, the Umari pact preached he 

Ukba, the lame, promised the fish be profane 

For the fish do have to speak the same 

As angels and saints do in heaven! 

For the rock one day shall proclaim: 

Oh! You Ukba! Behind me a Berber Jew 

Kill him or let him speak the same 

In Carthage, the Amazigh verb rendered profane 

Bakh, Kan, Bouhtori, Ibn Arbayn 

Whatever intelligible they remain 

Brought from mean desert, the watery plain they stain 

In Carthage, their sheikh sat on the plain 

Weaving woes to the hoes 

From Djurdjura, he could hear their echoes 

Shaked hand refused the promised boobs 

Sheikh, Opened the book, picked a line 

Sequel their homes and do not forget their new bornes 

Du Alqarnayn preached he 

And Aksel imprisoned he 

Allah Akbar chanted he 

On the bodies of kids rejoiced he 

Salam venomously preached he 

With the left hand tongues cut he 

Aksel, his beard caressed he 



To free his dominion promisedl 

The Arab saw he, warned cronies 

For Wrath on them, Tamazight shall decree 

Not long soon, Aksel danced he 

On the body of the lame Ukba rejoiced he! 

Uqba, Hassan Numan, Nusayr 

All preached: be arab or perish 

For them Arab or Muslim the same 

Never learned of people so mentally lame 

Dreamed to change the Berber name 

Vandals, Romans, French all ventured 

Never went so deep in the skin 

Under the shade of their swords 

Promised the victims celestials 

Deprived them from their tongues 

Mountain s names change they 

Streets the same, imposed theirs 

For our names despised they 

In the land of my fathers, Ours became beggars 

Called us minority, mounted the chairs 

All in the name of the Book slandered ours 

Azref, our law rendered haram 

Sharia, their myth steals my custom 

Made my tongue outlaw, barren 

With their noisy noise filled my ears 

Allah Akbar in my ear whispered 

No one waited for me to say neigh 

Traitors, son of traitors steal memories 

Once their feet tread a land it smears 

Not my free Words! 

In the skies of Tamazgha fly! 

Makes their tongue a small hill 

Before the mountain s thrill 

There their armies 
Standing in my doors 
Demanding my prayers, my dreams 
With persistent scarcity of theirs 
Their organs buried in my plots 
Left their souls, their scares 
Fathers of mine from their graves 
Shake me, call me to redeem lore 
Calling me to redress the core 
I, in my mountain refuse the lows 
I can hear them fill them with noise 
In my mountain, refuse the lows 
The send me their net spears 
Claiming my prayers, my dreams 
Their fathers sent armies 
Their fruits smeared the lore 
Their lore resides the plains 
Mine the highs with the lords 



They to come up to mine 

Me, looking at the skies, 

The horizon bright before my eyes 

Tamazight, they fear made outlaw 
Their tongue naked before the saw 
Of my words, I accuse their foreign claws. 
How heavy is my soul 
Thinking of my wretched hills 
Once, proud castles 
Turned Home for brothels 
So deep is my sorrow 

The words bear amazigh grief 

However I borrow 

The amazigh verb, turned alien 

For stranger to enjoy the fame 
Memories of our poets forgotten 
Matoub, sing sing the stabbed men 
Their place stolen 
For low ones to flower 
On the land of Khatabi, Adi Ubihi 
Desert of misery creeps 
Each day, memories stolen 

Nations move forward 

Mine, for Arabian Mekka kneels 

Oh! Land of bastions of heroes 

Turned into disfigured zeroes 

Oh! My history, my hills, my mountains, 

Faces, songs, all wrung 

Stinking is the smell of the persisting fog 

Hovering over my rivers, my plains 

Here. On the mountain I see bloodshed 

I see Tamazight tortured imprisoned 

They choose for us names 

Forbid ours, 

To impose theirs. 
Called us Maghreb , west 
Cause they sneaked from east 
We call ourselves Tamazgha 

And that is that 
Our names need warrant 
Their names take deity alibi 
Steal ours, Sifaw , Massinissa, 

Make thrones tremble 
For they are burglars 
With no past no memories 
Oh! My beloved Numedia 
How many words need I 
To heal your bleeding eye 



With their spears swear to kill 

Every amazigh name 

List provide they 

For us to choose names 

How can we forget? 

Those you killed 

Those you kidnapped 

Those you stubbed 

How can we forget? 

Those you stole their names 

To put yours 

How can we forget? 

Those you sent to gallows 

For Freedom they claimed 

For Tamazight they chanted 

Those you killed in Tizi 

Those you broke in Imtghern 

How can the songs 

You smothered 

To fill our ears with your noise 

Our beloved freedom calls us 

To unveil the lies 

Never to follow your whores 

Our word is here still 

Our lore is here to remain 

How can we forget ? 

Lies on Tvs , radios, cinemas 

Our flag flies in the skies 

Yours with shame dismayed 

Tamazight in the lands rooted. 



